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T8<E Virgin's pretty Toy to guard, 
LF Evn Argus' Eyes would find it hard; 
| © Your Time, and Care, and Labour's loſt, 
FE When Whims of Love the Nymph accoſt. 
A clever, ſprightly, jolly Blade, 
Self favqur'd by the fair one's Aid, 
And that blind Urchin's arch Aſſiſtance, 
Who triumphs over all Reſiſtance, 
Make dreadful! Havock where they come, 
Aud are bright Virtue's certain Doom. 
Reſtraint's the Snare that traps ſo many; 
Lay that aſide, you'd not catch any; 
Spies, Bolts, and Locks, and Bars of Iron; 
In vain the willing Girl inviron : 
For now at twelve Years old, at moſt, 
The Virgin in the Laſs is loſt, 
A2 Strange 


28 
Strange Fancies fill bet ſcheming Head 7 
And Methods how to quickly rid _ 
Her of that Whim, a Maidenhead. \ 
To know the Oil is in a Twitter, 
What twas her Parents did to 7 her, 
Feign'd Sighs, gay Smiles, and wanton Leers, 
A Syren's Voice, and faithleſs Tears, 
Are praQtis'd with the niceſt Art, 
To catch ſome harmleſs, heedleſs Heart. 

Thus much premis'd, there needs no more, 

Than juſt the Reader to implore 
To mind the Sequel I relate, 


How ſharply's play d the Part of Kate, 
To clap the Bird in wiry Grare. 

Now to my Tale I think I'd beſt, 
And to your Judgment leave the reſt, 

Not many Miles from Pauls huge Steeple, 
Well known to all good Chriſtian People, 
In Surrey's County there's a Town---- 

No Doubt, ſay you, theres many a one---- 
But by this Town there hangs a Tale, 
With which the Reader 1'!] regale. 
Within this Town, not large nor little, 
Did fev'ral honeſt People — 
Among the reſt, ſays tattling Fame, 
Liv'd Gaffer Clodpole and his Dame; 
To theſe good Folks indulgent Fare 

Had giv'n a Daughter named Kare. 

Not one in Fifty in this City 

Was half ſo clever, half ſo pretty; 

Her Face a nat'ral White aud Red, 

The Roſe and Lilly quite diſplay d, 

And in her Eye young Cupids play'd. 
Neat was her Shape, and ſmall her Waſte, 
With a full {welling ſnowy Breaſt, 

That ſeem'd inviting to be prels'd ; 
With other Charms that I could tell, 
Might fire a Hermit in his Cell. 

In thort ſhe was, as all will own, 

The very Phenix of the Town. 


L401 
The Reader judges, to be ſure, 
With all theſe Beauties to allure, 
She could not mils of many a Lover, 
And no did about her hover. 
| 


Dick, ſadly ſmitten, let her know it, 
And ſtrove all Ways he could to ſhew it. 

Kate catch'd the Flame, and up it blaz d, 

And in her Heart ſtrange Tumults tais d; 
Each was already t'other's Bliſs, 

Their Pains, their Joys, were her's, were his, 
They both the ſame Deſires expreſs, 

But of what Kind? ----gueſs---prithee outs 
Tranſporting Thoughts from hence ariſe! 


A Word's ſufficient to the Wile. 


When Hearrs ſo young with Longings pine, 
What they'd be at--- Fools may divine. 
One Point (till hinder'd their Poſſeſſion; 


Her Mother lov'd her paſt Expreſſion ; 


So much ſhe was her whole Delight, 

She could not bear her out of Sight. 

All Day ſhe plaid the Foudling by her, 

And ſtill to have the dear one nigh her, 

In a {mal! Truckle-bed was laid, 

Juſt by her Side, rhe beauteous Maid. 

Lels Tendernels and Freedom greater, 

Young Kitty would have ſuited better. 

This over Fondnels of a Mother, 

Is fit for Children, and no other; 

Bur it a Girl in Teens once enters, 

She longs tor other-gueſs Adventures. 
All Ways ſhe try d, but could not find 

One Minute favourably kind, 

To entertain her Lover Dick, 

Which touch'd them both, ev'n to the Quick. 

Sometimes indeed her Hand he'd clinch, 

Give her a Tap or gentle Pinch, 

Whene'er he met her in the Town; 

Or if in Meadow, Graſſy Gown, 

Perhaps he'd lily ſteal a Kits ; 

But that the utmoſt of his Bliſs. 
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And what all this, why but to feed 
One's Thirſt and Hunger with dry Bread. 
As Time brings all Things to advance, 
They met one Day by lucky Chance, 
No tender, fondling Mother by, 
No jealous Father, Watch, or Spy ; 
When to his Kate Dick Silence broke, 
And to the ſequent Purpoſe ſpoke : 
« What matters it that I love thee ? 
«« And thou, again, as much lov'ſt me? 
That makes more grievous {till my Lot, 
« I fee you, as I faw you not. 
Hard is my Fate, and what is worſe, 
« I know not how to ſolve the Curſe. 
« Whene'er I fee thee, how I tremble! 
« Yet all my Pains I muſt diſſemble; 
„My burſting Tears, and deep-fetch'd Sighs 
In a long vain Succeſſion rile. | 
Can there no Means be brought about 
« To ſee you when your Mother's out ? 
« Im ſure tis not beyond your Skill; 
There, Kit, only wants your Will. 
« 1 fear your Love for me decays ; 
Or (ure there are a thouſand Ways. 
© It I, quo' Kate, was lels ſincere, 
Smiling on Dick with wantcn Leer, 
© I ſhould talk otherwile to thee. 
% Our Time, quo' Dick, is ſhort---Let's e 
If you my Life intend to fave, 
„ A Red in ſome lone Chamber have; 
« As for Example (prithee ſec) 
* In yonder Room the Gallery; 
« A Place convenient is there, 
« Which'fits our Purpoſe to a Hair. 
«© There, Love, to meet you I can go. 
« As ſoon as Stars begin to ſhow.” 
This ſaid, he ſtopt; but ſtopt to hear | 
A Word of Comfort from his Dear, $ 
A Word to ſave him from Deſpair, 
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Kate quickly gueſt what 'twas he wanted, 
And in halt Words his Wiſhes granted. 


lt was not caſy to be done, 

But Love compleats what Love begun, 

XX Gives Wit, a Genius, and Invention — 

X ----Obſerve the Plot with cloſe Attention. 
23 Mate could not fleep the live- long Night, 
Zut tumbles from the Left to Right, 
Makes ſuch a horrid ſcreaming Noiſe, 
; = Her Parents could not cloſe their Eyes. 
As ſoon as Morn began to 

Not having had one Wink of Sleep) 
p gets poor Kitty, tells her Wrong, 
How the Fleas bit her all Night long; 
=. | : f 

Flow hot it was; and clos'd the Jeſt, 
wich ſaying that ſhe could nor reſt. 

O pray, Mamma, continu'd ſhe, 
Let me lie in the Gallery; 

Lis pleaſant there, from Heat remote, 
The Nightingales melodious Note, 

a At Day-break, thadow'd by that Tree, 
F< [| thall hear warble charmingly. 
he good old Woman pities Rare, 
nd to her Gafter hurries ſtrait, 

Tells him poor Kizty's woful Plight, 

nd how the'd change her Room at Nigbt, 
o be more cool, and have more Air, 

And Song of Nightingale to hear. 

8 What's chat! quoth Ciodpole, looking ſout; 
What Maggot's this you've worm'd into her? 
he ſhall lie here, twill be more cool, 
Than what it was laſt Night, you Fool! 
hut if tis nor, I think, adds he, : 


" ay 


No Reaſon the ſhould eaſier be, 
Than are her Berters----you and me. 
Kate knits her Brows, ſeems mighty grave; 
o Hopes this ſurly Anſwer gave. 
e Night when they began to ſnore, 

he hurliburly'd ten Times more C 
han what the did the Night before. 

Cry'd, 
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Cty'd, rav'd, ad tore, and toſs'd, and tumbled, 


And from one End to t'other rum bled, 
In ſuch a lamentable Potlier, 

As much afflicted her poor Mother, 

Who could no longer Silence keep, 

But waking C/odpole from his Sleep, 
With this tart Speech accoſts him . 
*© Ill-natur'd Churl! O moſt Ingrace ! 

*++ Small is the Love you have for Kare. 
«© Crue! ! tis only thus to try, 

*© If you cau make her fick and die. 
Soon will you have your wicked Will. 
See! fee! the Girl's already ill. 
What is the Fancy, tell me true, 
That yonder Gall'ry will not do? 

% My Dear the will be there as near 
As if ſhe did lye by us here.“ 


Well, well! quoth Cloapole, as I'm a true Man 


T here's no withſtanding of a Woman. 
You'll make me mad; your Tongue fo trills ; 
Women and Fools muſt have their Wills. 
E'en ler her hear the Linnet's Throat, 

And Nightingale's delicious Note, 

Until! ſhe's tir'd : So faid, ſo done, 

And Kt obeys his Orders ſoon, 

{laps up a Bed, and makes a Sign 

For Dick to come at Night by Nine. 

I: is impoſſible to tay, 

How long they thought this tedious Day: 
Minutes ſeem'd Months, and Houts Years, 
Till Night gave up their anxious Fears. 
That being come, Dick by the Aid 

Of Ladder for the Purpoſe laid, 

Soon ſcal'd the Wall, and took the Fort, 
Stript in a Minute to his Shirt, 

And ſtrait was at old Adam's Sport. 

To tell you all their Love's Exploit, 

How often they embtac d that Night; 
And in what Manner they — 
How wonderſully they were bleſs'd : 
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ken the moſt expreſſive Phraſes 

Fall ſhort of all our Fancy raiſes, 

3 pairs | Cupid's tend'reſt Toy, 
a 


or Underſtanding of the Joy ; 
Our Comptehenſion thus to ſuit, 

We muſt have taſted firſt the Fruit. 
The Nightingale ſung all the Night, 
With Wonder, Pleaſure, and Delight, 
FT he Nightingale that in the Grove, 
Melodious chants its Lays of Love, 
ceem'd but an Owl to this compar'd, 
FYoung Kitty afterwards declar d. 
as ill Luck will with Pleaſure mix, 
Dur Lovers weary'd with their Tricks, 
And by their mutual Tranſporrs tir'd, 

F ell both aſleep as Night expir'd ; 
hen Clodpole, curious as he roſe, 

o ſee if Kate aſleep was cloſe: 
What kind Effect let's (ee, he ſaid, 

be Nightingale and Room have made. 

ich that into the Gallery 7 
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pon his Tiptoes enters he, 

"Welt kitty ſhould diſturbed be; 
ben cloſely rofthe Bedſide creeping 

e found his Daughter faſt a ſleeping. 
By Reaſon of the ſultty Weather 

ur ſleeping Lovers, both together, 
Pithout the ſmalleſt Covering laid, 
nd Nature's naked State difplay'd ; 
Juſt as they paiur our Eather Adam, 
Und beauteous Eve his precious Madam; 
Wxcept inſtead of holding Apples, 
her fair Hand young Kitty grapples 
charming downy Nightingale, 

$$ ucezing it ſoftly by che Tail. 

he Fair, no doubt, will ounce and fleer, 
nd ſuch Expreſſions will not hear; 

et, it we ſhould Catullus heed, 

his Sham they don't in private plead. 


The 
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The Father ſhock'd with the Surprize, 
Could ſcarce give Credit to his Eyes. 

But inwardly ſecretes his Woes, 

And back to's Wife directly goes. 
Gammer, ſays he, awake and come 
Along with me to t'other Room. 

I need not wonder why your Kate 
Expreſs'd ſuch wondrous Tranſports late, 
The warbling Nightingale to hear 
The Reaſon's 9 clear, 

She had deſign'd the Bird to ſhare, 

As is apparent by th' Affair; | 
Therefore refoly'd with Care to watch it, 
And let no Method flip to catch it; 

And has fo well contriv'd the Plot, 

She praſps it near her---you know what. 
The Mother half awake aroſe, | 
And rubb'd her Eyes, and blew her Noe. 
And has then Kate enſnat'd the Bird? 
Do'ſt doubt it when I give my Word? 
Cloday, ſayſt thou a Nightingale? 

And is it great, or is it ſmall? 

Come, tell me Deary, does it ſing? 

And young ones will it breed next Spring? 
If tis a Cock we'll cage it then 

And feed it wel! if tis a Hen. 

Who knows but we, with proper Food, 
May raiſe a pretty chirping Brood. 

Pray all thoſe imple Queſtions ſpare, 
Quoth C/og, to yonder Room tepair, 
And then, good Gammer, you may ſec; 
But as a Mouſe be ſtill, quoth he; 

For if the Bird jhould chance to hear, 
All may be loſt again I fear. 

Surprtiz'd the Mother, without Fail, 
Was to perceive the Nightingale | 
it graſp'd : She would bave call'd her Jade, 
Slut, Whore, and Strumpet, Renegade; 
All the vile Names that Tongue can utter, 
Or female Rage in Paſſion ſplutter, 


LEE 

Had not her Spouſe oppos'd her Speed, 

And faid he ase aud in nee 

Of any ſuch ; for twould be vain, - 

Nor in the leaſt wipe off the Stain ; 

But quick, with Speed, go fetch the Proctor, 


| with Licence and the Pariſh Doctor. 


If fo we can theſe Marters clinch, 
we fave our Honour and the Wench. 


During this Speech Dick wakes, and ſees 


j The Sun a peeping thro the Trees. 


o ho! he cries ; why Kate, tis Day! 
Ho ſhall 1 do to get away? 


Alls well, (cries Coddipold again) 

lt matters little to complain, 

Io ſtorm and bluſter, tear aud rave, 
nd call you, Richard, Rogue or Knare ; 


Had 


3 You've done me wrong, that's all, and fo 
Make Reparation c'er you go. 
And now to ſpeak you plain and flat, 


here's but one down-right Way for that ; 
Ved her, but don't you hint Denial; 


For ſhould you put me to the Trial, 
The Danger on your Side is great, 
Fou know ſhe was a Maid till late; 
ome, come ev'n take her for your Mate. 


t Heav'n on her has not beſtow'd 


Such Plenty as to you allow'd; _ 
et the is young, and you declare 
bat really tog ſhe's ſomewhat fait: 
Then to expoſe ypur ſelſ no further 
o drubbing Bout, if not a Murther, 
End for no earthful Cauſe beſide, 


han not make her, you love, your Bride, 


3 ould ſeem a Paradox to Senſe, 
Pr claims to Reaſon (mall Pretence. 
FTroth Richard thought ſo by the by, 8 


T herefore judg'd of her favourably. 


For the had Wit as well as Charms, 


came but freſhly from her Arms, 


And 


| 
| 
| 


1 
And taſting of moſt fragrant Rliſles, 
Dozes of Love and am'rous Kiſſes: 
In a whole Skin to go (beſide) 
He'd rather than a well drubb'd Hide. 
Thus while he lay conſidering on't, 
And ruminating much upon't, 
Surpriz'd and frighten'd, Kate awoke, 
Juſt as her Lover Richard ſpoke; 
And, drawing ſlowly the Sheet higher, 
Hid all thoſe Charms our Fancies fare. 
The Proctor and the Prieſt begun, 
They ſign, they ſeal, and all is done; 


Then there till Noon they left em both; 
And now her Parents ſaid, ** Forſooth, 


*© The Bird being caged to our Will, 
*'Een Kite let him fog his Fill. 
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r here I ſing, by Love betray d, 
3 SE A ſimple inoffenſive Maid, 
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The Milkmaid: Or, The HIT IRA. 4 TALE: -. 


'Tis with Defign to teach the Fair, 


4 For they will all their Arts employ, 


Young Maidens Virtue to deſtroy, 

And triumph in the Conqueſt won, 

Of ev'ry Nymph that is undone : 
Therefore, ye Fair, read o'er my Tale, 
Examples move, when Precepts fail. 
ln Oxford's ſhady, cool Retreat, 
Learning and Wiſdom's worthy Seat, 
Was one of the Scholaſtick Train, 

"FA hair-brain'd, giddy, wanton Swain, 

FW ho'd let: no Nymph paſs freely by, 
But freely what the was he'd try. 

= Tho' = Way, ſome that, ſubdu'd, 
nd ever haunted Cupid's Wood, 

"$0 long his wily Pranks he play d, 

ee ſcarce in Oxford left one Maid, 

Put even in the End that One 

as by a Stratagem undone, 

Fho' all well knew bis Ways of Sporting, 
o Age of Thirty down from Fourteen. 


s bright as Day, as fair as Fame, 

| icy and hale, genteel and ſtrong, 

q roſie· cheek d, and mighty young, 
Jad fer a-gog his liqu'rith Eye, 
ſwore he'd have her, ot he'd dye. 
cduly as the Morning role, 

his Laſs wou'd go to milk her Cows, 
"8s duly as the Evening came, 


— 1 gain ſhe wou'd renew the ſame; 


Ihen, afrer they an Hour had fed, 
ed drive em to theit nighely Shed. 


How to avoid Mens treach'rous Snare, 


A Milkmaid, Ws; J, by Name, 


* 
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Precaution's apt to be thought good, 
Be of any Sort or Mood, 
But here revers'd, a. Scene it brings, 
And with Precaution Ruin ſprings. 
For leſt her Flock ſhould ſtray or wander, 
And rove like Springs, or fam'd Meander, 
She to each Cow had fix'd a Bell, 
Whoſe tinkling Sound her Ear might tell, 
Where then her Flock, or in what Place 
They took a Fancy in to graze; 
This rais'd the Student's Speciilation, 
And favour'd his moſt wiſh'd Occaſion. 
Somewhat, before the time was come, 
For her to drive her Neats-Herd Home, 
He ſtray'd a Cow, and cut the String 
Of one on which the Bell did ſwing; 
Then ſaid no more, but whiſtling gay, 
is Bonnet cock'd, and ſneak d away. 
The Scholar ſcarce ſome Yards was gone, 
But Fanny there appear'd anon, 
And as the Sun was in Decline, x 
She homeward drove her milky Kine, 
And ſung, as on her Journey bent, 
And charm'd the Echo's as ſhe went. 
Thus, as ſhe merry jogg'd along, | 
This was the Burthen of her Song: 
«© There was a young Laſs, bur] won't tell her Name, 
« Who, as the Folks (ay, was miekle to blame, 
© About lighting a Candle, and fetting a Flame: 
Tum toddrara, tum toddrara tumrodarce. 
The Echo's, with a Cadence ſweet, | 
The jovial Notes again repeat, ' 
And by the time her Song was done, 
She drove all home----excepnng one. 
The Mother, whoſe more piercing Sight 
Obſery'd the Number was not right, 1 5 
Baw!'d out, Why, Huſſy, here wants Philly, ? 
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What, have you been again with Billy 2 
Go, Slut, and (ſeek her, or IMiklll ye: 


141 

This is the Trade, in my Opinion, 

Each Night, you little idle Minion, 
Hence, heedleſs Puſs, go, Baggage, go, 
And find this Minute out the Cow; 

I'll brain you, if you date to frown, 
Think, Slattern, do, what thou hath done. 


Well, Fanny did at * depart, 
With downcaſt Eyes, and heavy Heart, 
Enquires of every Paſler-by, e 
If they, or no, a Cow did ſpy ; SES 
Deſcribes with Innocence and Grace 
The ſnowy Spots bedeck'd its Face: 
Then ſues to know, in what lone Grove 
At laſt ſhe Bil/y mer her Love; 
Then moves he'd ſeek it---for he knew it: dan 
Quo? he, come kiſs me, Jade, III do it. 60 
50 3 I this Way, Fan, pur fue, 7 
Quite the contrary Wa ou. 

The N ho - + — their Motions, 
Perceiv'd how they bad laid their Notions 


Jo, by the time that beauteous Fanny 


Had gone three Fields, ot ſcarce ſo many; 
The Heifer's Bell he fell a ringing, 
At! ab! quo! the, that's Philly's Tinghng ! 


1 1 know it well: How I will bang ye! 


What Gad's Breeze brought you here? go hang ye. 


I will not bear theſe daily Freaks, 


'Tis only you that play me Tricks. 
This ſaid, che Swain puzſu'd the Fair | 
Into a Wood, and then be there 1 


© Enjoy'd her, for all Plaints were vain, 


1 Succeſsful to the Lover's Scheme, 
The ſilent Wood, and ſhady Grove, 


No one was by to ſtop the Swain. | 
Hence, ſhun, ye Nymphs, the purling Stream, 


= 


Too oft the Scenes of lawleſs Love. 
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184511147 Sparrow. 


Mourn young Iſabella's Fate, 
A Sparrow baving caught of late; 
She clapt the Bird in wiry Grate, 
And puff d with Joy was ſhe: 
As in this Bird ſhe took ſuch Pride, 
Now ſtrok'd its Wing, and then its Hide, 
The Prifon Door ſhe open'd wide, 
And ſo away flew he. 


The Fair who is of Cupid's Trains 

If ſhe wou'd ſovereignty reign, 

And humble to her Gif her Swain, 
Or change him from the Rover: 

Remember Iſabellas Lore---- 

If you thou'd open your Cage-door, 

Or fondly ſtretch too wide before, 
Like Sparrow flies your Lover. 


The MzD1uM. An Epigram. 


| A Medium's good thro'our all Life, 
In Joy's full Flow, or Stream of Strife. 
Stop there, and go no further on: 
As to Religion, I muſt own, 
That too much Zeal's as bad as none. 
But, in Love Matters, who's too kind, 
That Woman's Man is yet to find. 
Extremes in Love is all a Jeſt, 
Steer Mid-way full, the Middle's beſt. 
The Two Thouſand Pounds Bund, or a neceſſary Setthe- © 
ment: A Tale. N 
HE worſt of Ills admits a Cure, 
And Gold's a Remedy moſt ſure : 
It ves from Noole the rubbing Swain 
And cleans the Virgin's ſecret Stain, 


WW 
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But leſt the Prologue, that's before ye, 
Should be too long ---- 111 tell the Story. 
Alderman Pond, a rich old Cuff, 
Had ſcarce been marry'd long enough, 
® Before his Wife _ forth to Light, 
A ſtrapping, comely Female bright; 
And, to compleat the marry'd Joy, 
Scon alter —— produc d a —2 | 
heir Dad, to give em the belt Learning, 
As they grew up to quick Diſcerning, 
A Tutor took of courtly Phraſe, 
X Genteel, well-bred, and comely Grace; 
A Man, who knew bow to improve 
Each Art ------ but chief the Art of Love. 
For Cupid taught him while in France, 
Io ſing, and play, intrigue, and dance; 
Io dreſs, and ad the modern Beau, 
En Cavalier from Top to Toe. 
In order to be Miſs Kate's Suitor, 
Syntax took on him to be Tutor, 
© Thar in this pedant-like Diſguiſe, 
Her he might court without Surmize: 
And he ſo well fulfill'd his Plot, 
That truly all his Ends he got. 
Kit ſcem'd the very Queen of May, 
Or the bright Offspring of the Day: | 
She reviv'd ev'ry famous Toaſt, . |; 1 
And was the City's proudeſt Boaſt; 
Set ev'ry foppiſh Heart on Fire 
And taught old Age how to admire. tl 
She conn'd her Leſſon thrice: a- day, ö 
(Learning's no lame Excuſe you'll * J 
Yet conning ſuch pedantick Bits, | 
Gave Oholicks, Toothachs, fainting Fus, 
Wich ſhrewd Suſpicions of the Cauſe 
Of what her real llinefs was. 
All was diſcover'd, and her Dad, 
Almoſt with Fury half ſtark mad, 
Thunder'd and bully'd, rav'd and torc, 
And Vengeance on the Tutor ſwore ; 
But Þ 3 While 
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While he ſtood trembling at the Din, 
In bitter taking for his Sin, 
And proffer'd Wedlock's galling Collar, 
With Kitty his moſt forward Scholar. 
But Pond theſe Offers cou'dn't endure, 
She being rich, and he but poor: 
So weds her to a rich young Looby, 
A filly Money-loving Booby, 
Who reckons every Morral's Senſe, 
By what's the Number of his Pence. 
Great was the Portion with her paid, 
And large the Jointure on ber made. 

The Rach Moon ſcarce began to wane, # 
And the fifth Month uſutp'd its Reign, 3 
But Jack-a-day Kate's brought to Bed 1 
Of a fine jolly comely jade. 8 þ 
The Husband, quite ſurpriz d, ſtrait ſaid, 7 
So ſoon to have the Father's Fee A 
I'm bit,---I'm bit, it cannot be: 

In four Month's Time! tis ſcarce yet fout : 

I like it not, — the Slut's a Whore : 

J cannot brook this fruitful Tenet, 

She muſt be ſurely ſome Weſt Faner. 

And thus 1 Point a- ſtating 

He ſtood, the e Limſelf debatiug. 

At laſt in a Heat and Paſſion, 

And mighty Fall of Indignation, 

Ran to her Father, rav d and tore, 5 1 

Truly he'd be diverc'd he ſwore. on 

Her Father ſmil'd, and cry'd, {peak low , £ 

Thy Caſe was mine ſome Years ago: 

I bully'd, and complain'd, like thee, 

To her Papa, as you to me; 

Talk'd much of leading ſep' rate Life, 

And e'en divorcing of my Wife. 

The good old Man perceiv'd the Treaſon, 
And ſo to bring me to my Reaſon, | 

The Pill, tho' twas a bitter one, 

He made me fallow glibly down: 
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For he knew how to gild it o'er, 

Wich Bond of Pounds ten thouſand more; 

Which his Wife's Friends for like Miſchance 

Did formerly to him advance. 

I ceas d my Plaint, and took the Bond, 

And afterwards grew mighty fond. 

Now this ſame Bond may pals (cries he) 

From Family to Famil; 

And always ſerve in like Affair, 

For Remedy moſt ſure and rate; 

May-hap you'll want it, Son, hereafter, 

When it is time to wed your Daughter. 
The Son heard all, look'd brisk and gay, 

Took Bond, and bow'd, then went his way. 

Heav'n guard the Poor from ſuch Diſgraces, 

# Having no Bond to ſalve their Caſes. 


4 The Hz ni T, or Father Philip's GES k. 
A BALLAD, To the Tune of 
As Thomas and Harry, one Midſummer-Day. 


How irreſiſtleſs are the Darts of Love! 

How piercing female Charms] when Mahomet 

Had long been hamm'ring in his lonely Cell 

Some dull inſipid tedious Paradiſe, 

A brisk Arabian Girl came tripping by ; 

Paſſing, at him ſhe caſt a fide-long Glance, 

And look'd bebind, in Hopes to be purſu'd, 

He took the Hint, embrac'd the flying Fair, 

And, having found bis Heaven, he fix'd it there, 
DRY DEN. 


| 1 Anna and 2 a kind ring Po, 
4 Brisk, airy and pleaſant, and affable were. 
2 Young Anna was brighter than Sols ſhining Ray, 
And ſweeter her Breath than che Breezes in May: 
And Philip was jolly, proportion'd each Limb, 
He liy'd but in her, and the liy'd but in him. 


ee | 
But alas! as no Pleaſnre is permanent here, 
She brought forth a Son, 2 ſnatch'd from her Dear. 
Poor Philip bewaiFd his ſad wretched State 
The Loſs of his Nymph, and now curſes his Fate: 
The Boy from the World determines to take, 1 
. And live like two Hermits for poor Anna's ſake. 
All Women ſeem'd odious, fince Anna was dead, 
And the World but a Foreſt, or diſmal wild Glade, X# 
Where Rapine, and Perj'ry, and Intereſt reign'd, KB 
And Honour and Juſtice were greatly difdain'd. | 
He goes to a Wood; where no human Track 8 
Could be ſeen on the Ground with the Boy on his Back, 
And there he hides from him a hundred odd things, 
As Luxury, Pride, Self-Love, Pomp of Kings ; 7 
Of Paſſions, and Darts, and Cypid, and Fires; F 
Nor mention'd a Woman, or ought of Deſires, 2 
To the Growth of his Years, apt Rules did enrol, 1 
Which always was tending to Good of his Soul. 
The Youth being now at leaſt five Years old, 
Father Philip to him the Birds and Beaſts told; $ 
The Name of the Plants, the Fruits, and the Flowers, 
Their Uſes and Virtues, their Beauties and Powers, 
And amidſt theſe Diſcourſes which Boys pleaſant call, 
He mingled the Threats of Chimera's, and all, 2 
That of Death and the De'il, Damnation and Hell, 
Which are the firſt Leſſons to Children we tell. $ 
Bur now ten Years paſſed, his Conduct he moulds, i 
And of an Hereafter the Riddle unfolds ; "ey 1 
Yet nought of fair Woman he ever brought in, 
As if ſuch fine Creatures there never bad been. 
The Stars he deſcribed, the Moon, and the Sun, 
And how in their Orbs they gradually run ; 
He mention'd the Author of Fach, Sea and Ait, 
But nothing of Woman would Philip declare. 
But at length well ſtricken in Years being grown; 
And ſcarce able to trudge to the neighbouring Town, 
Well knowing that Nature muſt one Day decline, 
And ſubmit to all- conqu'ring Death's meagre ſhrine; 
But how ſoon it might be his Fate did not know; 


Alas! what ſhou'd then his poor tender Son do? 
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For Wolves have no Pity, nor feel pious Qualms, 

| Lions and Tyyers ne er knew] d 1 Alms. 
WM Therefore Philip Sought, it would be the beſt Way, 
is Son to the Village one Day; 
That when he d —.— iis 8 11 hated Ile 
Jo full of all Is ſince the Loſs of his Wife, 
Frhat the Youth for: himſelf might be able to ſhift, 
End on the World's Mercy not be run a-drift: 
For poor is the Mortal who truſts on the ſame, 
e muſt live without Comfort, and die without Fame. 
X Bur cer he wou'd venture on this hated Strain, 
ck, rhe Youth firſt his twentieth Year did attain; 
bat come, to the Town the Boy led by his Sire, 
FT hro' Boggs, and thro' Lanes of Dirt * of Mire; 
ee ſtares all around, and not one thing he knew, 
Nut alas! is amaz'd ſach Wonders to view : 
ires what's that, what's rother, and this, 
the Father ſtrait tells him whatever it a 
I Bur Phillis approaching in a Purple | 
Fc ask'd, . 5 Sit, ſo . dreſt: 
Lis a Gooſe, reply d Philip, pray Son hold — 
er skin's more like Down — Swans than of Geeſe; 
is a delicate Fowl! (full of Joy, cries the Youth) 
et us carry one Home our Sorrows to ſooth'; 
2 warrant it ſings well :---a Brood let us raiſe, 
the Wood where we live, they may all of em graze. 
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The Inn: A Tails. 


SA N Iriſhman (my Tale aſſures) 

. Puff d with Conceit of vain Amours, 
as in the end moſt finely roaſted, 

r what he had fo vainly boaſted: 

Nut in a Manner troth fo new; 

f . it doubly pleaſant too, 

Fho' he had DR rce laid Claim 

o ought above a Scullion-Dame : 

ut what alas ſhall there be ſaid! 

yars are Prophets by their Trade. 


11 
Scandal's believ' d as ſoon as ſpoke, 
While Virtue's look'd on as a Joke; 
To. which our Sight muſt Witneſs; be, 


Or elle tis not believ d by thee. 


Phillis, a Lady wond'rous fair, 
Rich, frolickſome, and debonair, 


| Reſoly'd to jilt one Lord Mackſhan, 


A filly lubbertrotting Man. 

The Truth is this; the Jriſh Swain 

Had too much Braſs, was much too vain ; 
{Yet Braſs's a thing howe'er you ſcan it, 
That's natural to Ireland's Planer.) 

But jhe at home would never be, 

Or for his Viſits, or his Plea ; 


Tho' oft and oft he would accoſt her, 


In Terms as follow, or Terms ſofter, 
Arra! by my Salvation, Dear, 

Thou'rt better than our Chriſtmas Geat | 
More fragrant than Potatoes boil'd ! | 
Or twa peuk d Pap from Mouth of Child! 


Than Gaarlick to Conſerve of Roſes, 


Or Afﬀatcetidean Dozes ; 

More lovely than our Clabber-boney ; 
Bright as my Rapier thou'rt, dear Honey: 
Yea, by my Shoul, a Miſtreſs thee, 

For graave St. Patrick's Sanctity. 

No ſooner he cou'd ſay theſe Things, 
But ſhe to next Door-Netghbour wings, 
Where one La Soupe, as People ſay, 
With Goody Nancy had great Sway; 
And was Gallant as much as cou'd be, 
Aud re'lly ſomething more than ſhou'd be. 

Phillis lent Money out at Uſe, 
Altho' ſo wanton, ſo profuſe, 

And gay to ſuch a wond'rous Pitch, 

That it diſcover'd ſhe was rich; 

None knew the worth of her Eſtate, 

But all behey'd it to be great. 4 
She came from burying an old Fellow, 


{For ſuch their Tears are Cer ſcarce mellow) 


1 


oo left ber Coin in Store and Plenty; 
des our Widow was bur Twenty. 


Theſe all are ſuch inveigling Charms, 
ou'd yield a Heav 'n to Mackſhan's Arms, 
Fer ſhe repuls'd his Jriſh Flame, 

nt prudently ſhe did the ſame. 


Ibis known to the Hibernian Lord, 


ho was what that Land does afford) 


Jom his Purſuits he never reſted, 


t oft addreſt her, oſt proteſted. 

Vo Yorkſhire Oaths and Iriſh Vows 
ve always the ſame Fate allows; 

r ne'er cou'd either yet inherit 


H om any Mortal Scripture Credit, 


Truth is not ſhock'd, as I conceive, 
Pat he lov'd Phillis, to believe 
t he wou'd have em raiſe it higher, 


1 Bd think he'd purchaſe bis Deſire. 


ne Day, our buxom Widow fair 

P proach'd him wich a ſmiling Air, 
a thus befpoke the Jriſh Loon; 
My Lord, I'm come to a Boon; 
Which is, that you'll be ſo kind, 
o aid aud forward our Deſign, 

ln cheating of a jealous Sort, 


b You muſt he with him.”---There's the Plot. 


Wi 


=®Þ Hardſhip in it does appear, 
Mr have you any Harm to fear. 
Ihe Reaſon's this; La-Soupe, of late, 
ith Nan has quarrell'd at ſuch rate, 
Nat they muſt have a whole Night's Eaſe, 
quell their Pets, and make the Peace. 

Nou, lying with the jealous Farmer, 
Ne grave old Numps will make no Clamour ; 
very reaſonably he'll fancy, 

u who lie with him is his Nancy. 

I will defeat howe'er,each Scruple, 
dat you can ſtart by Reaſon duple: 
now begin whene'er you will, 


{tand my Ground,: and try my skill. ; 
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Suppoſe, (quoth Mackſhan) he ſhould poke, 
And cry, Come Nan, — at your Joke! 27 
Then being baulk'd of ſweeting Temper, 

He'd make me round the Room to ſcamper ; 
And chaſe me from one Hole to t'other, 


Like Boys, when threaten'd, dodge their Mother: 


But re'lly, if this ſhou'd not happen, 
He'd catch me in the Morning napping. 
voth Phillis, to ſtick dae to Letter, 
Theſe are Suppoſes, and no better: 
This Intimation thus made out, 
Don't think I cannot clear your Doubt. 
Know then ſhe keeps the whole Year Lent; 
Whether it is he's impotent, 
Or thro' his Jealouſy's unknown, 
But ſhe had equal lie alone: 
For he, ſad Wretch, ſleeps all the Night, 
And ſtints her of her Marriage Rite; ; 
And tis enough, if in his Bed, 
A Cap's plac'd on a Mopſtick's Head. 
He wall not catch you, I conceiye, 
For we'll prevent it, as I live. 
As ſoon as Cock begins his Crowing, 
We'll ope the Door, aud ſend you going. 
1'}! dreſs you up, be not afraid; | 
And for this you ſhall well be paid. 
Thus eas'd the Scruples of his mind ; 
Tis ſaid, to render Phillis kind, 
And to his am'rous Wiſhes civil, 
He wou'd have bedded with the Devil. 
Now Night was come, ſhe dreſt his Head , 
And as ſhe has him into Bed: | 
She lily putting out the Light, 
Rants, bullocks, roars, till Nine at Night : 
Threatning him into Bed like Bully, 
Who meets his Whore with ſome young Cully. 
Fear ſeizes Mackſhan in a Trice, 
He quakes, becomes as cold as Ice; 
Now ſhivers like an Ague-Fit, 
Int dares not hawk, nor cough, nor ſpit ; 


No 


No 


1 
And he did verily believe, | 
This Time twas Death, without Revrione, 
«© 1 never more will aid your Wife! 
„O pray forgive, and ſpate my Life!” 
This ſaid, he fell on Marrow-bone : 
One anſwer d in a ſofter Tone, 
I — this once, but ne er let me 
Catch . — at this, dye ſee. 
Twas Phillis, Who, the whole Night's Space, 
Had ooccupy 2 the Farmer's Place, 
She ran the Tale to tell the reſt 
Naked almoſt, and half undreſt. 
Th" Hibernian ſeti ng what he'd loſt, 
So very much in Mind was croſt, 
That he deſpairing bought a Cord; 
So dy d in Hemp t Be Irijh Lord. 
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